AT         THE         M    E    X     I     X         GATE

" That's the stuff. Twenty-five-pounders. . . . Like
me. Our pal here belongs t6 the bow-and-arrow
department. In other words, he's amusing himself
with a battery of eighteen-pounders."

" Make no mistake,1' retorted the other captain.
" The eighteen-pounder's a damn useful little" gun.
We can fire before you're loaded."

Having satisfied himself that the O.P. provided a
good view of his zone, John went off to collect his
truck and his wireless operator. An N.C.O. in charge
of signals had accompanied them into Ypres on a
motor-cycle. John despatched him back to the
Battery to guide and supervise a wire-laying party
up to the O.P.

" Get through to the Battery/' he told the wireless
operator, when they drew up outside the house.

But the operator failed to establish contact.

" I can't get them, sir," he said, after trying for
some time. " They've gone off. There seems to be
a lot of interference."

" Blast. ... I don't want to sit about doing
nothing till the wire's laid. Fix up a remote control,
and let me know the instant you can get through."

Meanwhile John settled down to the job of drawing
a panorama of the zone, identifying the features of
the landscape from his map, and checking up on
some of the doubtful ones by reference to his com-
panions. This took time. On finishing he paid
another visit to his truck downstairs. The operator
was still vainly endeavouring to connect with the
Battery* John rejoined the other O.P. officers,
chafing under the delay that was holding up his shoot*

The eighteen-pounder officer, who had been sweeping
the front with his binoculars on the look out for a
fresh target, suddenly uttered an exclamation of
astonishment.
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